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Love, that in those smooth streams lies
Under pity's fair disguise,
Will thy melting heart surprise.

Nets of passion's finest thread,                          10

Snaring poems, will be spread,
All to catch thy maidenhead.

Then beware! for those that cure
Love's disease, themselves endure
For reward a calenture.                                     15

Rather let the lover pine,

Than his pale cheek should assign

A perpetual blush to thine.

TO MY MISTRESS SITTING BY A RIVER'S SIDE

AN EDDY

MARK how yon eddy steals away

From the rude stream into the bay;

There lock'd up safe, she doth divorce

Her waters from the channel's course,

And scorns the torrent that did bring                     5

Her headlong^foom her native spring,

Now doth sne with her new love play,

Whilst' He runs murmuring away.

Mark how she courts the banks, whilst they

As amorously their arms display,                          10

T' embrace and clip her silver waves:

See how she strokes their sides, and craves

An entrance there, which they deny;

Whereat she frowns, threatening to fly

Home to her stream, and 'gins to swim                 15

Backward, but from the channel's brim

Smiling returns into the creek,

With thousand dimples on her cheek.

Be thou this eddy, and I '11 make
My breast thy shore, where thou shalt take           20

Secure repose, and never dream
Of the quite forsaken stream;